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WITH THE INVASION ON, 
WE'VE&OT TO SAVE PAPER 
MORE THAN EVER, 
FOB THE BOVS/ 




yOU BET/ SCRAP PAPER 
WILL MAKE CONTAINERS 

OF 7OO.OO0 ITEMS 
THE INVASION NEEDS.. 
TURN W ALL YOU CAW 




SAVE ALL SCRAP PAPER/ 

PAPER MEANS ifuctcruf 

TURN IT INTO YOUR LOCAL SALVAOE BOARP 

ORDER IN ADVANCE! %J'X%Z^T*^^Z 

your Fovvrltt torn m. ioi??o mok r iu'* h* .»n'l nil told out when you gal lo Ihi ifond 
. J y if iht i»uc Itn't on iol» Iht doy wa onr.oun«d il would b>, <rmtm- 

?£rSHrtS3 RESERVE YOUR COPY NOW ! 
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^ENLARGEMENT 




Just to Get Acquainted We Will 
Beautifully Enlarge Your Favor- 
ite Snapshot, Photo, Kodak Pic- 
ture, Print or Negative to 5x7 
Inches If You Enclose the Cou- 
pon and a 3 Cent Stamp for 
Return Mailing! 




stamp 



Everyone admires pictures in natural colors because the 
surroundings and loved ones are so true to life, just the way 
they looked when the pictures were taken, to we want you. to 
know also about our gorgeous colored enlargement*. 

Think of having that small pic- 
ture or snapshot of mother, 
father, sister or brother, 
children or others near and 
dear to you. enlarged to 
5 by 7-inch size so that thr 
details and features you 
love are more lifelike and 

Over one million men and 
have sent us their 
;e snapshots and pictures 
arging. Thousands write 
,■ much they also enjoy 
remarkably true-lo-lite. 
natural colored enlargements 
ive have sent them in hand- 
ome black and gold, or ivory 
ind gold Irames. They tell us 
that their hand colored en- 
;JttL largementshave living beauty 
.JP9T sparkle and life. 

I You are now given a 
I wonderful opportunity to 
! ■ receive a beautiful entsrge- 
m ment of your cherished snap- 
\m shot, photo or Kodak picture. 
-A, W Lonk over your pictures now 
*' 1 t jgtr an( * send us your favorite 

"r ^^r snapshot, photo or Kodak 

^^^^0^^ picture to be enlarged. Please 

include the color of hair and 
eyes and get our new bargain 
offer giving you your choice of handsome frames 
with a second enlargement beautifully hand 
tinted in natural lifelike oil colors and sent on 
approval. Your original is returned with your 
enlargement. This amazing enlargement offer is 
our way of getting acquainted and letting you 
know the quality of our work. Send today as 
supplies are limited. 

DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 693 
118 No. 15th Street Omaha, Nebr. 



Forgotten j Stme 



Snapshot Makes Treasured Enlargement 

Laak o»t^ your irupiJiolt and KedaK Album lor picture ^.f krwrl 
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Philippine guerilla*, led by a 
Yank officer, found strong- 
man Atlas Jones, wounded 
and delirious. But by the 
time Hoodoo Hannigan got 
there, the Japs had been 
there first, and the hospital 
shack was in flames , . . 

HOODOO HANNIGAN 
closed his eyes for a mo- 
ment and then opened them. 
Captain Kenny, the American 
leader of the Filipino Jap- 
killers, was watching him 
tensely. He saw Hoodoo's 
eyes, then, and shivered a 
little at the cold, deadly rage 
that' filled them. Hoodoo 
turned, then, and gave Kenny 
a crooked, humorless smile. 

"I'm okay," he said in a Hat, 
metallic voice. "If Atlas Jones 
was in that hut when the Japs 
burned it, his troubles are 
over— the Japs' troubles are 
just beginning. If he wasn't, 
let's find it out and start hunt- 
ing." 

He went across the clearing 
at a jog-trot, with Kenny and 
the Filipinoes at his heels. The 
heat of the burning shack was 
still fierce, though the flames 
were dying now as they fin- 
ished consuming the dry 
thatch that had camouflaged 
it. Hoodoo spread his hands 
over his face to shield his skin 
from the heat and peered 
through his fingers at the very 
heart of the fire. 

His eyes fought the searing 
bla»e and picked out the in- 



terior of the shack. He saw the 
glowing huddle of what had 
been a camp stool, the 
wrecked framework of a medi- 
cal case with heat-exploded 
bottles forming glowing frag- 
ments around it. Precious 
medicines, worth more than 
gold to the guerillas, had gone 
up in that fire. 

Then his eyes travelled on 
and picked out the collapsed 
ruin of two army cots and 
suddenly his heart was bound- 
ing and singing in his breast. 
If Atlas Jones had been in the 
shack, he would have been ly- 
ing on one of those cots. But 
nowhere in the glowing wreck- 
age of the cots, or elsewhere 
around the floor, was there a 
sign of human bones or smok- 
ing flesh. The shack had been 
empty of human life when it 
burned. 

"It was empty," Hoodoo 
said exultantly, and Kenny 
nodded, a grin breaking across 
his bearded, gaunt face. 

"Then Jaan got him into 
the jungle before the Japs 
came," Kenny added. 

"Unless they took both men 
along." 

"No." Kenny shook his 
head positively. "Patrol par- 
ties don't take prisoners, espe- 
cially guerillas, unless they're 
somebody so important that 
questioning is in order. If 
either Juan or your friend 
Jones had been here, the Japs 
would have enjoyed burning 
them aliwe. If they're not in 
there, they got away." 

Thece was logic in what 
Kenny said and Hoodoo felt 
the weight lifting from his 
heart end mind Beside him, 
Kenny threw back his head 



and cooed a soft imitation of 
a jungle night-bird's cry. For 
a moment there was silence. 
Then, from somewhere far off, 
Hoodoo's straining ears 
caught a soft, mournful an- 
swering hoot, 

"Perfect," Kenny said and 
his voice bubbled with the 
laughter of relief. "Juan got 
your friend away and they're 
almost to another headquar- 
ters we set up long ago to 
move to in case this one was 
nailed. Come on." 

Running through the jungle 
again, Hoodoo asked breath- 
lessly: "How could you tell 
from that single answer that 
he had Atlas Jones with him ?" 

"You wouldn't ask that if 
you knew Filipinoes the way 
I do," Kenny answered qui- 
etly. "No men on earth are 
more patriotic or more fiercely 
loyal. Juan was left to guard 
your friend. He would never 
have left camp without him." 

"PIVE MINUTES later they 
burst through a rim of jun- 
gle into a small clearing that 
marked the bank of a stream. 
Without hesitating, Kenny led 
the way into and across the 
stream. A moment later, 
climbing a steep banj,, iney 
came to the mouth of a cave, 
hidden from below by a high 
spire of rock. Behind that 
screen, Hoodoo saw the faint 
glow of a fire. Kenny, in the 
lead, was already exchanging 
voluble Tagalog with a gaunt 
Filipino. 

Hoodoo raced into the 
roomy, case -lined cave, cir- 
cled Kenny, burst around the 
fire and fell on a gaunt, 
bearded scarecrow of a man 
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who hunched aully beyond 
the blaze. The figure looked 
up. staring blankly out of 
lacklustre eyes. Something 
like a sob caught in Hoodoo 
Hannigan's throat. It was al- 
most inconceivable that Atlas 
Jones, who had been billed as 
the strongest man on earth, 
and this limp skeleton of a 
man could be the same. 

"Atlas!" Hoodoo cried and 
went to his k_nees to throw an 
arm around the hunched, piti- 
fully thin shoulders. "Atlas 
Jones, don't you recognize 
me? It's Hoodoo— Hoodoo 
Hannigan!" 

"Hoodoo," the figure 
croaked and a light stirred in 
the depths of the dull eyes. 
"Hoodoo— Hannigan— Dawn- 
Dawn " and suddenly At- 
las Jones's eyes closed and he 
tipped back into Hoodoo's 
arms. 

Captain Kenny was at his 
side instantly, a practised fin- 
ger on the skinny wrist. After 
a moment he met Hoodoo's 
eyes and nodded, smiling. 
"He'll be all right, now. The 
shock of seeing you knocked 
him over. He'll sleep now, for 
the first time since we brought 
him in. without his horrible 
nightmares. When he wakes 
up, his mind will be clear 
again." 

It took Hoodoo twenty - 
seven hours to learn the truth 
of Kenny's diagnosis but in 
the meantime there was 
plenty of activity to keep his 
mind from worries. Before 
dawn the remaining gueril- 
las returned, burdened down 
with loot from the wrecked 
junk. They, too, had had a 
run-in with Jap patrols who 
caught them on the beach and 
had lost one man to at least a 
dozen Japs. Now they were at 
their new headquarters, Tag- 
alogs and Igorrotes, Ifugao 
mountaineers and remnants 
of a dozen tribes to bind their 
wounds and reload their cart- 
ridge belts and sharpen their 
home-made knives and axes. 

Watching the gaunt, savage 
faces and array of primitive 
but deadly weapons, Hoodoo 
Hannigan felt a queer emotion 



between a shiver and a thrill. 
He caught Captain Kenny's 
eye and his lips tightened. 

"I'm glad of just one thing," 
Hoodoo told him fervently. 
"Boy. how glad I am that I'm 
not a Jap with those babies af- 
ter my neck." 

Kenny glanced at him quiz- 
zically and laughed without 
humor. "That's funny. Hanni- 
gan. Last night one of the Ig- 
orrote head-hunters told me 
he'd hate to wear the head 
that you were out to chop off. 
That's a compliment, coming 
from half-savages whose fath- 
ers were headhunters. They 
know a fighting man when 
they see one." 

Hoodoo started to answer 
and his ears caught a stir 
from the depths of the cave. 
He whirled and scrambled 
back to where the wasted fig- 
ure of Atlas Jones lay on a 
pallet of blankets. If Atlas was 
awakening from his long, deep 
sleep, this moment would tell 
the tale. Either the- big man 
would awaken with his mind 
clear again, or Hoodoo would 
know the bitter fact that Atlas 
Jones was beyond help. 

HE SKIRTED the embers 
of the low fire and saw 
the gaunt head lift from the 
blankets. For a moment, while 
he was fighting to accustom 
his eyes to the gloom, he could 
not see Atlas Jones' face. And 
in that moment the sick man 

"Hi, Hoodoo, old son. It 
looks like the old times to see 
your homely face barging in." 

Then Hoodoo saw the clear 
light of sanity in Atlas's eyes 
and the smile of welcome on 
the wasted face. For a moment 
he was too choked with emo- 
tion to do more than squeeze 
the thin hand and smile down 
at his friend. 

"Dawn," he managed at 
last. "What happened to 
her?" 

The big man's eyes clouded. 
"It's kind of a long story. Hoo- 
doo. When you radioed us 
from that army bomber, we 
thought our road was all clear 
ahead. The cruiser was going 



to drop us at a spot in Aus- 
tralia where we could get 
transportation to the air field 
where your bomber was land- 
ing. That way we'd be together 
again, out of the war zone, 
where we could work out our 
plans." He turned his head 
away. "I should have known 
better." 

'"What happened?" Hoodoo 
asked quietly. "How did you 
happen to leave the cruiser 
and turn up in the Philip- 
pines?" 

"Our force caught up with a 
Jap flotilla in the Coral Sea. 
It was a sweet battle and we 
made fish-food out of the 
slanties. But a shell hit the 
cruiser and blew part of us 
into the water. Dawn and I 
were among them. It was 
night, then, and the search- 
boats couldn't find us. We 
crawled onto a raft and 
drifted. It was plenty tough 
but finally a boat picked us 
up." 

His voice dropped and his 
eyes grew bitter. "It was a 
skibbie boat, headed for the 
"Philippines. Dawn got the 
idea of pretending we were 
somebody important so the 
Japs wouldn't finish us right 
away. It worked because 
they decided to take us to 
Manilla. That gave us time to 
plot an escape. We almost 
made it— but there was where 
I got mine, right after we 
landed. And Dawn..." his 
v«ce broke. 

"What about Dawn?" Hoo- 
doo demanded tensely. "What 
happened to her?" 

Behind them. Captain 
Kenny threw open a wooden 
chest and drew out a stubby 
submachine gun. His eyes slid 
toward them as his deft fin- 
gers mounted the cartridge 
drum in place. 

"I hate to bother you two," 
he said softly, "but you'd bet- 
ter get your talking done fast. 
There's a Jap detachment 
headed this way, beating the 
jungle for us, and it's only a 
question of time until some 
bright -eyed boy spots this 
cave." 

To be continued 
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Piano 1 Playing 

So Easy It's Really Amazing! 




Mr. Dave Minor, Who Is On The Radio 
From Coast-to-Coast, Guarantees He 
Will Teach You To Play The Piano 
By Ear Wilhout Knowing One Music 
Note From Another, Or No Cost 




Mr. Dnve Minor, (lie mini who guarantees if you can' hum. whistle, 01 
siiiK a time, unci if you are willing to .spend a few minutes a day for three 
weeks at 'the pinun, lie can teach yon to piny the piano by ear, entirely 
wiiliout music notes of nity kind. It snund? too good tu be true, but it is 
true You enn prove it for yourself, just by mailing the coupon. 

Special Introductory Offer € WJlf% 

Here is ontslJiiuling offer to everv-Oue who would ^llpjl 
like to i>\uv \Uc |>i:<n... Mr. Minor has just completed a ■ V 


Tfirr DAVE MINOR'S famous 

rnr r " PUY BY EAr mm 

1 ItbiLft SONG BOOK GiVEN FREE 


" ^x^I'L'n:;; 1 ;::™::::;;;:!/:":,;::;':^:;^ 1 • 

t h e* ' | >i -i 1 1 o ' ' v < * u / 'i' 'i * V Ti'^iV'n "' ""' ■[''iT't'^l' '''^s' 8 complete 



SEND NO MONEY. . . Mail Coupon . . . Test at Our Risk 

Even if ah never ployed the piano or ilpn't know one r.oio DELUXE »ou g Book You get this gong, liook free just bv 
from MotttW. Dave Minor « new improved "play by wr" nnleriiig the new and ttmpUWI "plus bv W " piano course 
ircunuTnTainiw ,iTr '""'l H V "" 'T ■ " ' f*\. ' 8 J | ll » rnn '* ed lo | lr " ch 10 P^S" tl « pi-mo or money 

E^^H " '-".T. I».IVE ML\OH, STIDIO 13-M 

iiefore'lms he \7 ' "l T (T " ' 'I'' "' VP f ?jn Ea *« Ohio. Chicago U, III. 

(', t .',Yr..'Lho'.i' lo plVv ilVpniir! I!v rT V^i^ t"iiT P '(ivinil J ""*"•••****'* COtf*©** ■ 

fl'firds i- d'li i- nil !jt i 'ii ven'll he nl ■ VI I r il of ■)■ c- * MR ' D * ve MINOR, Studio 13-M 

the coupon, nri? SI. 40 plu< C.O.D pnslnne on arrival on » »■«■ w. miii pwiiiit/utmnffB I 'm U y rwunj oou>M?a 

guarantee vou may return course in three weeks if not ' ,t " ;u " '»■'••* ^ tn " ""h »fd« and Dj*i Minor 

satisfied, for full refund ! "'" ' uc "" ,,,t * ' 
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Jeep or boat? The U. S. Amphibian Jeep is both! 
This versatile little vehicle, called a "duck," 
traverses land and water with equal effici- 
ency . . . ready with energy wherever needed! 

Baby Ruth HELPS REPLENISH NEEDED ENERGY 

When our body motor runs low and fatigue sets in, Baby Ruth Candy is ideal 
"perk-up" fuel ... its food-energy helps to carry a job through to the finish! 

Baby Ruth has followed through from civilian life to Front Lines. To our 
fighters everywhere, Baby Ruth is bringing dextrose-rich nourishment . . . 
refreshing goodness . . . good cheer. Remember this, please, if you must ask 
again tomorrow for the Baby Ruth you would have enjoyed today! 
CURTISS CANDY COMPANY • Producers of Fine Foods ■ CHICAGO 13, ILLINOIS 
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